i              ROGUE'S DAUGHTER           49

lurked in the doorway. Behind the house a
waterfall glistened against rock. There was the
sound of running water everywhere. It looked
as though one * fuff' of wind would blow the place
down.

That day * Uncle Tom ' told her to the smallest
detail of how he had found her, the snowstorm,
her wailing cry, her father and mother dead. But
he would never tell her enough about her father.
He had not known him, he said. Neither would
David and Sarah tell her much, although he had
been David's father, and so David must know
everything* David would tell her only the grand
things, how passionately through many years he
had loved her mother, how tall he was and strong,
how noble he was, and went his own way whatever
people might say, * Whatever people might say

------* Judith nodded her head over that. People

had said a good deal, no doubt. She only wished
that she could have been there, standing at her
father's side, to tell those people what she thought
of them. To tell those people what she thought

of them------ Her head was nodding, and had

not the moon been shining straight into her eye
she would have fallen into deep slumber. As it
was she was suddenly awake. She would find the
room and the bed. , . .

She climbed the stairs, looked out of the window
on to the outside gallery and the fell beyond,
pushed back a door* She stood there. Her heart
seemed to stop its beating. The almost bare
room> with only the yellow-curtained bed, two
chairs^ a chest, was sunk in moonshine. In the